IV

BEWARE OF STRANGERS. . . .

WHILE sipping my tea, served within an instant
of the Said's order, I took a good look at the
interior of the tent. There were gorgeous carpets
everywhere. The tagan (fireplace) in the centre was a
low, square pillar of bricks built into a wooden
frame, with a heap of charcoal glowing in a convex
grate on top of the pillar. The tea um that was now
singing a merry song on the fire was an experience in
itself. It was profusely decorated with delicately
wrought bas-reliefs of fantastic scenes and figures,
such as a stag being hunted by Mongolians mounted
on horses whose nostrils belched smoke and fire, with
hundreds of arrows flying after the stag. This scene
alone, traced with exquisite, almost appalling, detail*
must have taken a master hand years to complete.

The walls of the tent were lined with red-and-
yellow silk fabrics, brilliantly reflecting the sunshine
that streamed in through the aperture at the top of the
tent.

To the right of the entrance stood a red lacquer
cabinet full of beautiful vessels of all kinds. A rack to
the left of the entrance was laden with saddles em-
blazoned with wrought silver and padded with red
Tibetan carpets. The stirrups were in black-burnished